The H i fl or i e of 

I am as hot as molten Lead,and as heauic too: God keepe Lead 
outof me, IncednomGreweight then minc owne Bowcls. I 
haue led myrag ofMuffins where they are peperd: thcrcs not 
thrte of my i jo. icft aliue, and they are for the townes end, to 
beg duringlife.But who comes heerc? Enter the Prince 

Pri». What ftandft thou idlehcrc? lend me thy Sword 
Many a Noble man lies ftarke and ftiffc 
V nder the houes of vatinting enemics, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnrcuengd; I prethee lend me thy fword. 

Fal. O Hal,\ prethee giueme leaue to breath a while: Turke 
Gregoriencutr did fuch deedsin armes, as I haue done this day: 
1 hane pay d Tercy, 1 haue made h;m fure. 

Prin. Heis indeed,and liuingto kill thee; 

I prethee lend mc thy Sword. 

Fal. Nay ,bcfore God Hal, if Percj be aliue,thou getft not my 
Swordbuttake my Piftollif thou wilt. 

Prin. Giue it me: what? is it in tha cafe ? 

FalJ. I Hal, tis hot.theres that willSacke a Citie. 

The Trtnce drams it ont,andfindes it a bottleofSache. 

Prin. What,is it a time to ieft and dally no w. 

He t hr omes the B ottlc at him. Exit. 

Fal. IfPercy be aliue,llepierce him.if he do corae in my way, 
fo: ifhedo not.iflcomcinhis wilhngly,Iethimma!ceaCarbo- 
nado ofine. I like not fuch grinning honour as Sir Walter hath: 
giue me life.whicb, if I can faue, fo: if not, honour comes vn- 
lookt for,and theres an end. _*■ 


Alarme, exenrfons, enter the K ino,the Trtnce, Lordiohn 
ofLancafter,and£arle ofWeftrncrland. 

K ing. I prethee H>7,withdraw thy felfe, thou blecdeft too 
much •, Lord IohnofLancaftcr,%oc you with him. 

P.Ioh. Not I,my Lord,vnle(Ieidid blecd too. 

Prin. I befeech your Maiefticmake vp, 

Lcaft your retirement doc amaze your triends. 

Kino. I will do fo; my Lo imfimerland lead him (o hisTent. 

Wejh Come,my Lord,lie lead you to yeuiiTent. 

Prin. Lead memy Lord? l do no t aecd youdielpej 
And God forbid a fhallow fcratch fliould dritté 
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Henry the fottrth, 

Tht Prir.ee of Wales from fuch a Fseld as this, 

Wlicre flainde Nobilitie lies troden on, 

And Rebels Armes triumph in snadäeres. 

Iohn. Wee breath too long, come coofen Wejlmerland, 

Our dutie this way lies : For Gods fakecome. 

Prin. By God,thou haft dccciude m t,LancaJler, 

I did not tfciinke thee Lord,offuch afpirit ) 

Before lkm’d thee as a Brother, Iohn, 

Bu t no w 1 docrefpeft thee as my SouJe. 

Kirtg. I faw him hold Lord Percj at the poynt, 

With luftier maintenance then I did lookefor 
Of fuch an vngrowne Watrier. 

Prin, O, this Boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit.. 

Domo. AnotherKing.theygrowlikeHydras heads, 

I am tiie Douglas f atal! to all thofc 

That weare thofe colours on them. What art thou 

Th a t co 11 n terfeit ft th.e p er fbn of a K i n g ? 

Kmg. ThcKmg himfelfe,who D omglas "fimt i atheatt, 
Somanyofhisftiadowes thou haft ract, 

And nottlie very ICing: IhauetwoBoyes 
Seeke Tercy and thy felfe,about the Fieid ? 

Butfeeing thou falfton me fo hickily, 

1 will afTay thce,and defend thy felte. 

Dowg. I fearethou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in fay th thou beareft thee like a Kmg : 

But inine I am fure thou art,who erc thou be-, 

^nd thus I winnethec, 

Theyfight,,the Kvngbcing in danger,enter Prince of Wales. 

Trin. Floid vp thy headvile<S’ror,or thou artlike 
Neucr to hold-it vp againe,thefpiritcs 
O: va! i a 11 1 Sherly , Stafford, Bluntflxt in my Armés, 

It is the Prince of,Wales, that threatens thee, 

Who neuerpromifeth,but hemeanes to pay. 

They fight. Domglas flyeth. 

Cheerely my Lord,ho w fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent, 

And fo hath Clifrn : Ile toftifton ftrai^ht, 

tCingi Stay,and breath a while, Ö * 

. _ ^ 2 Thou. 
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